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FROM A LETTER OF MRS. COOPER TO HER SISTER
September 29th, Paris, 1830
We left Paris the 8th of September, and returned the
27th, and in that time we saw a great deal to interest and
please us. The Rhine, like most things that are much
talked of, did not realize, the expectations we had formed
of it—we found it much inferior to the fine scenery of
Switzerland and Italy—we rode on its banks from
Cologne to Mayence, a distance of about a hundred
miles, which is the most beautiful part of it, the hills are
dotted with ruins, and every nook has its legend—all this
gives it an interest—you are constantly pleased, but never
amazed and delighted, as when the magnificent views of
the former countries burst upon you. Cologne is an old
town with a Cathedral commenced and about a third
completed, in which state it has rested the last five hun-
dred years—as far as it is finished, it is one of the finest
things we have seen, but there is something melancholy in
seeing so beautiful a building, falling to ruins, uncom-
pleted—the name of the architect who designed it is even
unknown—Cologne is the birthplace of Rubens, and they
boast here of having his finest pjcture in their possession—
I have seen many others of his, however, that I liked
much more—but perhaps there is something in the sub-
ject, which is too painful. It is the martyrdom of St.
Peter, who you know it is said requested to be crucified
with his head down, as unworthy to die, as his Master
had done—and the moment of the picture, is when they
are just elevating the cross.—But the wonder of wonders
at Cologne, is the reliques of the three kings, alias,
Magi—who came to worship the new born Infant at
Jerusalem—well, these good people conceive themselves
to have their skulls, and pride themselves very much in

